e | .

By BARRETT H. CLARK.
] HAD beéen

friends in Dublin that George Moore's

bark was much worse than his bite, but T

warned by his former

" was none the less spprehensive, for 1

* London, w

" books S far published.

wanled (o meetthe George Moore of Hail
and Farewell and hear him discourse in
characleristie siyvie, but at the same fime

I Felt a little timid lest he should think
we the usual transatlantic lion hunter. T
had quite [\(‘f“-.l.ll.]t‘d myself that my er-
rand was a purely literary one and that
curiosity wes nol my motive. But 1 was
curous,

The tall Georgian house in Ebury street,
was of course just such a house
as George Moore would seleet—after due
consuftation and econversation with his
crontes. The hallway was hung with efch-
mgs and the eosey parlor furnished with
well worn mid-Victorian relies.  Moore
had evidently transferred his  actions
from the Geargian to the mid-Vietorian.
I imagme T took this in as well as the
white marhle fireplace, the comfortable
sofa and arm chair, within half a minute,
whiie 1 earefully rehearsed my [Dittle
speceh : “Charmed to meet yon, Mr. Moore,
I should never have !huugh* of troubling
you, Ve 7 and before 1 had fime 1o
launch forth the man himself stood in
the dovrway, a wisp of wiute hair nearly
touching the curtam ot the top.

White Sheep or Black?

He is tall, gaunt and round shouldered.
The droop of his monstache and the slight
wave of his silver hwir accenfusted the
appearanee of roand shoulderedness. The
face is the well known face of the skeétches

Edmond

O THE EDITOR OF BOOKS AND
THE BOOK WORLD—Sir: Pos-
eihly the most widely and seriously dis-
cussed book published since the begin-
ving of the war 1« Under Fire [Le Feu],
by Henri Barbusse.
In the opinion of many of the leading
American literary erities this book stands
bead 2nd shoulders above all other war

In my opinion
{'nder Fire 15 a work of genius by an art-
i1, and the book is destined to live as
the greatest book vet published dealing
with the war.

Some few erities bave taken occasion
to attack Under Fire, and by all odds
the most conspicuous of these critics were
Mr. Hearst in the New York American and
an article in the Chicago Tribune. One
these unfavorable eriticisms reached
the author of Under Fire and was the
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THE ROUGH ROAD

over which “"Doggie™ Trevor trav-
cled between the time when his am-
biden wa: to write a history of
wall-papers nd his living room wis
done in pracock blue ond ivory and
ihe time when he made good “'scme-
where in France™ iz the theme of
ihe GNSPUIRE TOW  WEr  romance
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m
&WILLIAMJ'LOCKE
Amicrican boys orc over there now,
helping to carty on the great fight,
cad many of them will have just
such experiences as “Doggic™ had
in the trenches, in the billeting.
villsges, with the onc girl who com-
peres with The gir! at home. If your
heart 13 with the boys, you will be
sure to enjoy ond njoice over
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and photographs—Ilong, lean, the Moore
face, “like a sheep’s,” 1 think he some-
where deseribes it.

“Sit down, voung man,” he began, and
sented himself close to the fire. T took u
chair from the corner and sat opposite.
He threw lumseif back, ran bis hand
through his bair, put it back into the
pockel of s smoking jacket and immedi-
stely eame to the point.

Shaw!

“Don’t make apologies, young man.
They are waste of time. You want my
opinions on the theatre andsthe dramu.
Very well. Don’t interrupt me, please.”
And he began, luecidly, dogmatieally, to
lay down the law. There was no mistak-
ing him. “Our present drama is doowed
to farlure. The modern dramgtists of this
country have no sense of literary form.
There is Bernard Shaw, for instance—u
Jolly good fellow: I like him immensely—

Brieux!

< but the Engli-h he writes makes me siek.

Always ideas, and problems, apd theses;
nothing else! And there is that—Brieux
(here he purposely mispronounced the
name 1o emphasize his contempt for
Prieux’s laek of literary distinction),
iriens, with not the slightest sense of
form, no feeling for beauty!

“Not only have we hert no sense tor
Iterature: we bave not yvet learned the
art of presenting beautiful pictures in
Aagre settings. Why should I be foreed
lo =it through an evening at the theatre
guping at an ugly eanvas or set the
like of which T would shudder to behold
and turn away from at an exlubit of pic-
tures?

“Commercial manzgement? Yes, T sup-

Rostand Praises “Under

“-«l‘\ll AY.
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AUGL ST i, 191

George Moore Dogmatizes on

pose so. What we need more than any-
thing else in this country—and I fancy in
yours ‘oo—is a free theatre, where a man
with a taste for literature may have a
fair chanee to experiment. Yes, we've had
them before; there was Urein and s
indeperdent  theatre, and Barker some
vears ofter, bot we need a new theatre.”

Farewell to Erin.

Moore then fell into a reminiscent vein
and the talk shifted—or ruther 1 directed
it—to matters of more personal nature.
I had just finished reading the third vol-
ume of Hail and Farewell, that monurmen-
tal wholesale autobiography. Having
come direct from Lady Gregory at Coole
Park in Galway, and knowing how she
felt about the rather tactless treatment of

sher kindly character in Moore's latest
book, T was frankly curious to sound the
antkor and learn his side of the storyv.
He informed me that his Irish period wus
over. I funey that having turned his ma-
terial into a work of art, he wus no longer
mterested in the sourees.  Whether his
vietims smarted or not was of little im-
partance to him.

“They were all people whom 1 should
have used at sowe time or another, just as
[ put Yeats and Edward Marlyn into
Ecelyn Innes. Instead of resorting to the
makeshift of psuedonymity, I have set
themn forth as themselves. Why not allow
them the benefit of my charaeier anulysis
while they are still alive?”

Lady Gregory's Catalpa.

I felt in duty bonnd to divalge what
Lady Gregory had told me about her
feclings when she read Ave; or rather, her
implication. At Coole Park she had told

canse of two letters, which I enclose,
one from Henri Barbusse and one from
Edmond Rostand, the French dramatist.

I take the liberty of sending vou these
two letters with the hope that youn will
think as I do, that they form a notable
item of literary news of peculiar inter-
est and charm, especially the reply of
Fdmond Rostand, and I hope that you
will make a place for the publication of
these letters.

Henri Barbusse was an author of lngh
standing when France was attacked by
GGermany. Barbusse at once Inid aside
all matters and enlisted as a private in
the French army. He fought for eigh-
teen months, thus demonstrating his pa-
triotism beyvond the shadow of a doubt.
Rarbusse as a result of his eighteen
months of terrible exposure in  the
trenches has contracted a serous and
puinful disease which has so far proved
incurable. Joux Macnag,

Viee-presadent, E. P. Dutton & Co,

New Yore, August 1.

RANSLATIOX of letter from Henri
Barbusse to Hogh R. Dent, May
30, 1918:

Dear Mu. Dexrt: T learn by the news-
papers that a French officer on a mission
to America has given a lecture at Chicago
in which he has foreibly eriticised Le Fea.
This aetion, of whigh the Sunday Tribune
speaks, and on which certain French re-
actionary and clerical papers comment,
has surprised me. 1 did not think that
the .manmuvres of my political enemies,
that 1s to =ay, the anti-demoerstic cle-
ments in Franee, would go as far as util-
izing offirial action against me, and espe-
cially since the Minister of Publie Instrue-
tion has just recently again nominated me
a4 member of the Consuitative Committee
of French Propaganda in Foreign (oun-
tries.

However that may be, T think there is
no reason to leave the aitack unanswered.
Om reflection, the hest way seems to me to
send to vou, so that you may rely on it, a
letter that 1 take from among the thou-
sands I have received on the subject of Le
Feu. Tt is from Edmond Rostand, whose
prestige in America must be considerable,
I send you a eopy of it, begging you to
send it in your turn to the United States,
to have it published in the papers, and
thus counterbalance the unjust and ab-
surd opinion of which a Frenchman has
thought fit to make himsell the echo over
vonder.

I am for a few hours in Paris at the
ahove address.

Believe me, &« Hexmr Barnvsse,

P. 8. I have no need 1o tell you that
the ideas of wy ook commending the

continnation of the war np’lin'-t German
wilitarism and (commending) a lasting
peace by the union of the democracies are
exactly those commended by the great
voice of President Wilson, to whom I
have aften done howage in articles. The
divergency of opinions referred to hy
Rostand are exelusively coneerned with
the religions question and that of the
glory belonging to the common soldiers.

TU Henri Barbusse, of the Thirtieth
Regiment of Territorial Infantry.

My vEar Fuiexo—1 admire Le Feu be-
ealse it 1S a4 poem-—a great poem, tumnl-
tuons and admirably arranged. There 18
m it what T hke most in the world—in-
finite detail, withont meretricious glitter.
Such detail 18 only permissible against a
background of inspiration and epie move-
ment.  Visionary and mep inspired vou
are both; that js doubtlesd why your book
commands the admivation even of those
who do not aeeept all the opinions in it.
All whom 1 have heanl discussing it up to
the present are unanmmously agreed on its
literary beauty and it tremendously real
sigmificanee

I remember the day when you eame to
say 1o me: “Voila, | am enlisting because
I hate war. The more one thinks as I do
the greater is the necessity to shoulder a
rifle this time—which must be the last.”
Again | see the calm and terrible beauty
in your face, and vour implacable pallor.
It is just that beauty, the frigid and sub-
hime anger in vour look. the tranquil ex-
asperation on your features, the haughty
poetry that mysieriously surrounded you,
the noble hatred whieh fromr time to time
straightened your tall figure with a start,
as you seemed to e already stooping over
the stretehers in immense compassion—it
ts just that beauiy that I have completely
found again i Le Feu. Al that moment
bring back from the war a masterpicce
of tragedy. 1 did not know at that time
that it would mean the institution of the
Croix de Guerre.

That T am not absolutely of your opin-
ion on one or iwo points you will readily
imagine, but when a man comes back
from where vou have been he has a right
to say everything and must be given at
least a respeetful hearing. To hold our
tongues and ponder all they tell us, who
have been out there, i1s cur sole duty of
the moment. .

I find, in o poem wrilten a vear ago,
when I was returning from seeing our
silent defenders at the front—
“Heroes!"™ my look said. “No"—
Replied their silence;: “we
Are only men.” That's less—and better!

Your work proves to me that my im-
pressien was the right one. You bave
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me that slie took offence at but one pus-
sage n the whole book. Moore had, n
deseribing the environs of the little lake
at Coole, referred to a “weeping ash.” It
was a eatalpa, however, which her grand-
father had brought over years ago from
Aneriea.  “Now, I hate weeping trees of
all sorts angd I don’t Like to kave any one
say that I have them at Coole.” Moore
laughed and said it made no difference,
but maliciously added: *“I rather think,
though, that it was a weeping ash!” He
showed some curiosity as to the attitude
of Lady Gregory, Yeats and the others,
snd asked whether 1 knew how they feit
about being put into his book. 1 told him
what T thought to be the trath: “They all
intimated that they thought they had been
ontraged, but T am positive they were
seeretly fattered.” Ie chuckled.

Moore lapsed into silence for a moment
and T took oeccasion to muke a few re-
marks on Hail and Furewell. Tn the
conrse of oir conversation I snid that 1
thought a certuin cpisode in ale was a
tour de foree. With a real or feigned
coneern his brows contracted and he said,
“Don’t uwse a French plirnse when an
English ene will do just as well! |
started to apologize. a little bewildered at
this frem a writer who was himself over
fond of using Freneh when Enghsh would
even hetter have expressed his meaning.

It was with great satisfuction that [
smiled when toward the end of our inter-
view the same Goorge Moore wlho had
warned me against using foreign phrases
TC }-'lr‘d to n question with “Cela va sans
dire!” He too broke into a swile and said,
“I have a right, young man. [ am much
older than you!”

Fire”

modelled in the mud of the trenches the
enduring  statue of the New Soldier.
When you passionafely cover the war
with mud, in spite of yoursell that mud is
magnificent. You give to those conse-
erated beings the glory which yon say
they must rot have. And why should
they not have it, the saviors of the world
and of the future? You have it, vourself,
in thaf vou have portrayed them!

It ix a splendid thing to have wnitten a
romanee from which history will borrow.
We will diseuss other points later. Mean-
while, superb poet and soldier, [ embrace
you. Evsoxp Rosrasp.

A wmystery story called The Queen's
Heart, probably by Ralph Adams Cram,
15 being published by Marshall Jones
Company, Boston, under the name of J.
I Hildreth. The publishers say that the
author kept the story in manuscript for
twenty--five years and releases it now “he-
eanse the reasons hitherto preventing pube-
lieation are no longer operative.”

Barr's new novel will be
D, Appleton & Coy

Amelia E.
ealled The Paper Cap.
kave it.
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Mrs. Sidgwick’i
New Novel

DEVII.S

CRADLE
———— TSR

"She is intimately familiar
with German home life, and
the pictures she makes are
filled in minutely and with
graphic coloring. . . . An
interesting story, told with

* skill. The author’s knowl-
edge of the life she pictures
makes it all the more worth
reading.”

—New York Times.

By the Author of
“Salt of the Earth”

At cll Beoksellers.  Net $1.50
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